[March 1751
#°. Friedrich, to Voltaire again
' Potsdam, 28th February 1761.
' If you wish to come hither, you can do so. 1 hear nothing of Lawsuits, not even of yours. Since you have gained it, I congratulate you; and I am glad that this scurvy affair is done. I hope you will have no more quarrels, neither with the Old nor with the New Testament. Such worryiugs (ces sortes de compromis) leave their mark on a man; and with the talents of the finest genius in France, you will not cover the stains which this conduct would fasten on your reputation in the long-run. A Bookseller Gosse'—(read Jore, your Majesty? Nobody ever heard of Gosse as an extant quantity: Jore, of Rouen, you mean, and his celebrated Lawsuit, about printing the Senriade, or I know not what, long since')—' a Bookseller Jore, an Opera Fiddler' (poor Travenol, wrong dog pincered by the ear), ' and a Jeweller Jew, these are, of a surety, names which in no sort of business ought to appear by the side of yours. I write this Letter with the rough common-sense of a German, who speaks what he thinks, without employing equivocal terms, anil loose assuagements which disfigure the truth : it is for .you to profit by it.—F.'«
So that Voltaire will have to languish: ' Wrong, yes;— and sick, nigh dead, your Majesty ! Ah, could not one get to some Country Lodge near you, ' the Marquisat,"1 for instance ? Live silent there, and see your face sometimes ?'8 Languishing very much ;—gives cosy little dinners, however. Here are two other Excerpts ; and these will suffice :
Voltaire to Formey (' Berlin Palace'; datable, first days of March) : ' Will you, Monsieur, come and eat the King's roast meat (rot du Rot), today, Thursday, at two o'clock, in a philosophic, warm and comfortable
1 Unbounded details on the Jore Case, and from 1731 to 1738 continual Litters on it, in CEuvrcs de Voltaire;—came to a head in 1736 (tt. Ixix. 375); Jore penitent, 1738 (ib. i. 262), etc. etc.
a CEuvres de Frtdtric, xxii. 265.
8 In (Euvres de Fridiric (xxii. 259-261, 263-266) are Four lamenting and repenting, wheedling and uldmately whining, Letters from Voltaire, none of them dated, which have much about ' my dreadful state of health,1 my passion ' for reposing in that Marquisat,' etc.;—to one of which Four, or perhaps to the whole together, the above No. 2 of Friedrich seems to have been Answer. Of that indisputable 'Marquisat' no Nicolai says a word; even careful Preuss passes' Gosse' and it with shut lips. '